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and could not get to sleep.  In the daytime none of the>
other inhabitants of the dug-out heard a word of complaint**
from him ;   but at night he frequently awoke, trembling
and, passing his  hand  over his  face,  found his  cheeks
and  his   dense six months'   growth  of  beard   wet   with^
tears.
He often dreamed of the children, of Aksinia, his mother,
and all his other dear ones, who were no longer among the
living. All his life lay in the past; but the past seemed a
brief and fretful sleep. " Just to see the old spots once
more, to feast my eyes on the children ; and then I can
die/' he often thought.
One day in the early spring Chumakov unexpectedly
turned up. He was wet to the waist, and as cheery and
fidgety as ever. After drying his clothes by the fire and
getting warm, he sat down on the pallet beside Gregor. ^
" We've done a bit of wandering, Melekhov, since you
left us.  We've been almost to Astrakhan, and in the Kalmyk
steppe. . .    We've travelled over the wide world !  And the
blood we've shed . . . there's no reckoning it'  The Reds
took Yakov Yefimovich's wife as a hostage and confiscated
perty, but he went mad and gave orders that every-
ly who served the Soviet regime was to be killed.  And
/\NVe\begam to kill them all off.   teachers, and doctors, and
5L ^gncultural instructors. . . . The devil knows who we didn't
/ kill!  But now they've finished us, and completely," he
saijL/sighing and bristling still more with cold.   " We were
mattered close to Tishanska the first time, and then again :
near Solony a week ago. We were hemmed in on three sides
at night, they left us only one way out up a hill, and there
the snow was lying up to the horses' bellies. They opened
fire with machine-guns at dawn, and that was the beginning
of the end. They mowed us all down with machine-guns.
I and Fomin's young son are the only two who escaped.
He, Fomin I mean, had taken his son Davidka about wit*
him ever since the autumn. * Yakov Yefimovich himself w "*
killed. ... I saw him killed with my own eyes. The fir/
bullet hit him in the leg and smashed his kneecap, the
second struck him a glancing blow on the head. Three times
he fell from his horse. We stopped and picked him up and